THE TRAIN
In the hospital train, Julia Dmitriyevna hesitated for
some time between Danilov, the Commandant and
Suprugov.
Danilov was the first one she turned down.
"Not sensitive enough/5 Julia Dmitriyevna decided.
The Commandant had traits similar to the un-
forgettable Professor Skuderevsky—grey hair, bags under
the eyes, a pleasant voice.
"No," thought Julia Dmitriyevna, "in war-time there
should be only official relations with the Commandant.
That left Suprugov.
Her love didn't interfere with anything. She. worked
indefatigably, slept soundly and ate enough for four.
If anybody had offered her a husband, handsome,
young and loving, on condition that she gave up her
work, she would have raised her brows and answered:
"No."
Her work gave her that place in life which nature had
denied her. To be without her work would have meant
the loss of heart and hands, the negation of living.
She understood very well that love was not for her,
that she would only be a pitiful object of ridicule if
anybody knew her feelings. She was proud. She did not
betray herself. All those womanly fantasies were hidden
deep, deep down, under seven seals, in the farthest
corner of her healthy heart.
Julia Dmitriyevna's parents were ordinary people, of
ordinary appearance. It was a mystery how both their
sons should have turned out young Apollos, and Julia,
their only daughter, so long-awaited—hopelessly ugly.
At first the mother felt it keenly, and prayed every night
that some of her sons* good looks might be transferred to
the ill-favoured daughter. Then she became accustomed
to it. Later, as the years passed, she even began to find
that Julia was not so bad after all The father would
turn the pages in the family album and study the faces
of all the relatives, near and distant, trying to guess from
whom Julia might have inherited such a distressing
appearance, In the end he found what he sought. The
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